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JIDDBN HIGH IN TH£ MISfY 
zDSES OF THE GftEAT PUR- 
PLE MA55 A STRANGE FIG- 
URE GLOATS-OVER THE. D/S' 

ASTgg — 





THAT BIG, VULTURE- LI K.E^ 
FIGURE! IT'S THE SAME 1 
COLOB AS THE MISTS., 
WHOEVER-OR WHAT- 
EVER [T IS, HAS A - " 
LITTLE EXPLAINING! 



juramrvftnriiw follows the vulture iutq 

THE SKY AND SEES. . . .— 



'NO ONE CAN STAND UPl 
AGAINST THE VULTURE J 



5?HE PORCB OF THE FLAME BOLT 
KNOCKS LfeMTNflNO CLEAR OUT 

op the crry. he drops down 

THROUGH THE CLOUDS, POWN.OOWH 



BUT HIS SWIFT DES- 
CEMT FORCES HIM TO 
RM COVER.f r --' 

'WHEW! . 

THAT FLAME HAS AL- 
MOST AS MUCH PO-i 
WEE AS ONE OF MV * 
LIGHTNING BOLTS. THE 
VULTURE IS GOING TO 
BE TOUGH TO HANDLE 





BW DOWN 
■ VOU GC 
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THIS (S A PRIVATE BRAWL . 

BETWEEN YOUR BOSS AND 
P1EYOU MUGS. SORRY, 





We ARE TRAPPED HERE IN THE GULF. 
CAN'T GET OUT INTO THE OCEAN SO 
LONG AS THAT WALL OF PURPLE 
REMAINS 




LEARNED THAT THERE IS NO^ 
SENSE IN TRYING TO CRASH 
THROUGH THE WALL. NOW THE 
NATIONS OF ALL THOSE TRAP- 
PED 5HIPS will HAVE TO B 
MEET My DEMANDS , 



[AT THE OTHER EMP OF THE LINE 

IF WE GIVE INTO YOU, THERE'LL BE 
NO STOPPING YOU. WE'LL FIND SOME 
TO BREAK DOWN THAT WALL. WE 
EEFU5E TO PAY YOU 




*?HE VULTURE THEN 
1 CAULS THE HEADS 
OF OTHER GOV©?N-_ 
MENTSOP SHlPSTgAP- 



HELLO! IS THIS THE PPE5K 
DENT OF THE UNITED STATES* 
THIS ISTHEVULTURE, KINGOF 
THE BLACK CITY OF THE 
SKY. IF YOU WANT AMERICAN 
SHIPS TO BE LET OUT OF.-. 
THE GULF YOUR GOVERN-^ 
MENT WILL HAVE TO PAV 
" MILLION 




PED IN THE GULF AND GETS THE SAME ANSWER 
FROM ALL OF THEMfp 




and you thcee shall die "C 




THEY'LL BS KILLED INSTANTLY 
F THEY HIT THI5 
FLAM INS WATER 




THANKS. THIS IS 
JUST WHAT I J 
WAS LOOKING 
FOR 




Rave 



LIro 



!0M TIME TO TIME, DETECTIVE SERGEANT 
DANNY DART1N TAKES TH£ LAW INTO HIS 
OWN HANDS AND AS THE MYSTERIOUS 
RAVEN, OOES FORTH TO ROB DENIZENS 
OF THE UNDERWORLD AND TURNS HIS 
LOOT OVER TO THE UNFORTUNATES OF 
THE CITY. ONLY HIS ASSISTANT, MIKE, 
AND LOLA LASH, DAUGHTER OF THE 
CHIEF OF POLICE, KNOW OF DANNY'S 

DANOEROUS DOUBLE IDENTITY 






I KNEW I'D SEEN THIS MAN BEFORE. 
HE'S SAILOR SAXON, THE PRIZE H&HTER 
HE'S SUPPOSED TO GO ON TOMORROW 
NI&HT A&AINST KILLER KELLY IN 

THAT BIGr CHARITY 
FI&+IT 





SCARCELY-BREATI4IN<x, SAILOR 
SAXON MANAGES TO GIVE 
OUT A FEW DYING- WORDS 



MANAGER, DUDE: NISSON-- 
ORDERED ME TO TAKE A. 
DIVE -TOMORROW -NIGHT, 
HE BET THOUSANDS ON 
KELLY -BUT I TOLD HIM 
COULDN'T DO IT -AND-- 



HE DIED BEFORE HE 
COULD FINISH TALKING, BUT 
I GOT ENOUGH TO KNOW , 
WHAT HAPPENED - -/ 



A POLICEMAN SENT BY 

LOLA. ARRIVES AT THE 

SCENE ., . 

OKAY, SAR&E. YOU'D BETTER 
GET HOME AND OUT OF 
THOSE WET DUDS. I'LL . 
TAKE OVER , M 




THIS lS\OH-OH, THIS'LL 
WHAT IS BE GOOD. THE 
KNOWN J RAVEN DON'T 
AS A J K.NOW DUDE 
JAB J USED TO BE A 

FI&HTfR HIMSELF 




EAGERLY, ALL THE CHILDREN 5IG-M 
THE PETITION, AND THEN ■ 



RAVEN HEADS FOR POLICE HEADQUARTERS , 
SLIPS INTO THE BUILDING-, AND .... 




WELL,-UH, HRUMMMP 
A&AIN5T MY BETTER JUDGMENT 
I GUESS I'LL HAVE TO DO IT, 
RAVEN. I'LL CALL NISSON AND 
GIVE HIM THE OKAY. BUT 

M WARNING- YOU ; RAVEN 






-AND THERE GOES THE 
BELL, FOLKS. THE BIG- 
SHOW IS ON. BOTH BOYS 
ARE BIO AND TOUGH. 
THEY'RE IN THE CENTER 
OF THE RING- SPARRING- 
FOR AN OPENING, ANO- 



KILLER KELLY LANDS THE 
FIRST SOLID PUNCH. IT 
SHAKES THE RAVEN 
LIKE A CEMENT MIXER 



THE RAVEN RECOVERED 
FROM THAT HOOK ALL 
RIGHT. LOOK AT HIM 
GO TO WORK ON KELLY 
IN THE CLINCHES ' 




-AND KELLY'S UP AT THE 
COUNT OF FIVE. HE'S 

CHARGING AT THE RAVEN 
LIKE A MAD BULL! 



KELLY BREAKS THROU&H AND 
BUTTS RAVEN'S CHIN WITH 
HIS GRANITE- HARD HEAD 

THIS GUY'S TOO TOUGH 
FOR ME. ONLY ONE WAY 
TO WIN. IF I DON'T WIN 
BY FAIR MEANS OR FOUL, 
DUDE WILL 




I CAN'T BELIEVE IT! 
HE - HE WAS OUT COLD 
AMD NOW HE'S ALMOST 
FULLY RECOVERED, IT- 
IT'S A MIRACLE 




WITH THE VISION STILL IN 
HIS MIND, THE RAVEN 
SEEMS TO HAVE GATHERED 
NEW STRENGTH. HE LEAPS 
AT KELLY, AND,. . 



KILLER KELLY, CAUGHT BY 
THE WHIRLWIND SURPRISE 
ATTACK DOESN'T STAND A 
CHANCE NOW. HE GOES 
DOWN AND OUT JUST 
BEFORE THE ROUND ENDS 



FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER 
OUTSIDE THE COLISEUM 

NICE FIGHT, EH, DUDE ? 
THANKS FOR THE 
CONTRIBUTION , 




"THE RAVEN" also appears in each issue op 
FOUR FAVORITES. Cr£ T A COP Y NQWX 



LISTEN, MISTER, WHILE YOU 
GUYS ARE HOLDING THAT 
MEETING, HERE'S SOME- 
THING FOR YOU TO THINK 
ABOUT. THOSE WEREN T 
"ACCIDENTS" AT THE 
HOSPITAL! 



ME AND MY PARTNERS WERE 
RESPONSIBLE' FOR THOSE 
ACCIDENTS. UNLESS YOU 
AGREE TO PAY US $25,000, 
THERE'LL BE ONE BIG ACCID- 
ENT THAT'LL QUEER YOUR 
HOSPITAL FOR ALL. Til "" 



Excitedly, the board member 
repeats the phone conversat- 
ion to the others.. 




THE NEXT DAY, A BLACK 
SEDAN CRUISES AROUND 
THE HOSPITAL GROUNDS. 




®e *.£3KT 




TERRIBLE CATASTROPHIE, ) t> I HOPE WE ^ 
ISN'T IT, DR. BRADLEYP \ ') CAN FIND OUT 




^0iL 






_^LONG WITH HIS FELLOW 
DOCTORS AND NURSES, JIM 
BRADLEY DOCS HIS SHARE 
IN THE RESCUE WORK 



AND BELIEVE ME, I'M GOJNG 1 
LOOK INTO THIS AND SEE 
WHAT CONNECTION IT HAS 
WITH THE OTHER ACC 



IT S BAD ENOUGH TO BE IN 
A HOSPITAL SICK, WITHOUT 
HAVING TO GO THROUGH 
SOMETHING LIKE THIS 
AS WELL 




LATER THAT DAY, AT THE HOME OF DR. CONN ONE 
OF THE BOARD MEMBERS- 




THE NEXT DAY THE FAKE STORY BY DR.CONN 
APPEARS IN ALL THE PAPERS 



WE RE CERTAIN THAT 
GANG WILL TRY TO GET 
YOU, SIR. YOU'D BETTER 
LET US STAND AND 
GUARD YOU. _, 




YS ' / / 



DON'T BE RIDICULOUS, I'M A 
WEALTHY MAN IN HIGH 

STANDING IN THE 
PROFESSION. HOW 
COULD I HAVE ANY 
THING TO DO WITH 

VANDALISM OF 

THAT TYPE. 




SINCE THE SERUM WORKS 
THROUGH THE SUBCONS- 
CIOUS MIND, HIS BEING 
KNOCKED OUT DOESN'T / 

, MATTER, r- - r 



THE WHOLE IDEA 
OF EXTORTING Sft 

MONEY FROM THE 
HOSPITAL WAS MINE. I 
HIRED A GANG OF THUGS 
TO DO MY DIRTY WORK. I 
HAD TO HAVE QUICK CASH TO 
PAY OFF GAMBLING DEBTS 






FINALLY ONE OF CONN S 
THUGS MANAGES TO GET 
BEHIND DR. NEMESIS., AND— 



NICE WORK, BOYS. KEEP HIM 
COVERED. WE'RE GOING TO HAVE 
TO GET RID OF DR. NEMESIS- 
HE KNOWS TOO MUCH I 




YES, MY DEAR DR. NEMESIS 
ONCE WE DUMP YOU INTO 
THE DISPOSAL PLANT 
FURNACE, THERE WON'T BE 
A TRACE OF YOU LEFT ! 



DON T YOU WISH YOU'D 
NEVER STUCK YOUR NOSE 
IN BUSINESS THAT DOESN'T 

CON CERN YOU ? ) 

MY ONLY WISH RIGHT 
NOW, IS THAT YOU 
AND YOUR MEN WOULD 
LOSE YOUR GUNS,SO 
THAT I COULD TAKE 
ANOTHER CRACK 
AT YOU 




I DUNNO. DR.CONN IS AN 
AWFUL BIG SHOT TO BE 
MIXED UP IN ANYTHING 
LIKE THAT. A+JDIF YOU'RE 
WRONG ABOUT HIM, IT'LL 
COST ME MY J 



AS THEY ENTER THE BUILDING, 
DR. NEMESIS SECRETLY PULLS 
FORTH HIS HYPO FULL OF 

TRUTH SERUM, AND 

THIS DUMB SPECIAL COP 
WOULD NEVER LET ME DO 
THIS OVER CONN'S 
PROTESTS, SO I'LLd 
HAVE TO DO IT ON 
THE SLY. 








b^^^f^a 




kv'\\ iW^ILLU^ION AND nAGIC, '^isjl j. 

'\ 'yS/jm>^ ') // OF HIS TRAVELS WITH HIS PFT/IOHKEISZ 
'^^ / Ml ^s / /t-/ Tn ,fj sfApru CV ADVENTURE PASSFSV 



Tl TO, IN SEARCH OF ADVENTURE, PA5SES\ 
A PASTURE WHERE COWS BROWSE,TENDED\ 
BY A SLEEPY BOY 




THAT'S RIGHr,TITO-.\ W fARHER AND HIS WIFE COME MIHHim W 
, STONE THEM. BUT ,, 
.1 WONDEBWHAT IfWE'VE HEARD THE \ fAND HENRY 
i"--. THIS IS l\ SHOTS... OH, THE. J Vl^HURT.' 

' d\ ALL ABOUT?/ \ C0W S ARE DEAD. 




MEANWHILE, MARVO HA S 0RLSSEC\ MARVO'S ILLUSION CASTS ITSELF 
AVI? GOME OUTSIDE [|p |r y| j IN THE BEDROOM BEFORE THE 7MVS 




THE FOLLOW/MS MORNING, 
MARVO TELLS FARMER JOHES 
THE BBEATHfAKim NEWS 




THE STARTLED GUNMAN LOOKS ATHtStiANQ 
ANO SEES THE ItLUStON A1A&VO HA5 CAST 





BEHIND THE BOULDER, THE REST 
OF THE THUGS PREPARE TO EXTRACT 
REVENGE FOR THE FAIL URE OF 
THEIR PLANS 




MARVOAmHisFmmnW tito istryinstosav" 

ARRIVE IN TOWN. LATER A THAT THESE TWO HEN , 
AT WE SHERIFFS OFFICE \ WILL TALK, REVEALIN& ' 
WHO THE REST OF 
THEGANS IS.THEV 
ALL DE5ERVE JAIL 
SENTENCES FOE 
THREATS TO 
FARMER 
JONES 





watch for MARVO •Atu>T/TO lit 

THE NtXT LIGHTA/ING COMICS 



AT THAT MOMENT "DUTCH* ■ 
kDZAK CAPTAIN OP TAIB TRAP- 
INS SHIR EYES COOPER AND 
YOUNG 'CAP PIE". 



I CAN USE ANOTHEP 
WAN.MAVBE TWAT 
GUV WANTS A JOB 




THE CORRUPT Ctf/NESB OPF'OAL 
MAS NOTtCSP THE RETURN OF 
THE STEAMER.. 




^TH£ AMERICANS HAVE PRCVEN 
TO BE OUE FRlENPS MANY , 
TIMES. MY GOVERNMENT < 
THANHS YOU POR SAVING 
THESE BADLV-NEEPEPARMS 1 




WELL, WE'RE OUT OPA JOB, 
BUT THE REWARP MONEy " 
POX CATCHING THOSE TWO 

CRIMINALS - — -*. 

WILL vCEEP J^NOW FDR 
US GOING <?W SOME MORE | 
FOR A ^W- EXCITE-. 

long while;'. Jm mentj> 




ANOTHER THRILLING AP^ENTURB 
\ OF "CAPPte >OUMG" APPEARS /N 

THE NEXT. /SSUE Of- ' S&iSfftONAL 
I y&ftMW COM/CSil 'PCN'T MISS IT?. 




HAP HAZARD. COPY BOV 
ON THE WAILYSTAR., 
HAS HIS MOST EXCITING 
ADVENTURE WHEN HE 
MEETS A DESPERATE , 
BAND OF BANK ROBBERS/ 



HAP HAZARD STARTS TO LEAVE THE 
.OFFICE FOR HIS LUNCH HOUR 




AS HAP ENTERS THE BANK 
HE IS 3TASTLED TO SEE. . • 






^^71 
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Tf BETTER. &ET 

lia THE police: 


oft 
n 








m 






THE THU6S PEPPER THE OIW1IE! WITH BUUET5/ 





ANOTHER THRILLING AWEN7UR.E. 
IN THE LIFE. OF HA.& 
HAZARD APPEARS IN 
THE NEXT ISSC/ll OF LI6HTH1N& 

Comics nam ma it/5? 



Satan's 



by Cliff 



L \4 k/ 7* HAT a damn fool a man is to marry an 
m it / old woman hoping she would die! Arthur 

%A/ Bondy dipped a brush into the can and 

V T soaked varnish into the hairline crack 
where new wood joined old on the staircase. 

He had known for weeks that he was going to 
kill Angela, ever since he realized he would have to 
have something more substantial than promises to 
put in Lota's greedy pink palms. But the method 
bothered him. It had to be foolproof. He couldn't 
afford to be suspected. He blew up too easily, lost 
his head under strain. 

He knew he wasn't clever, only incredibly good- 
looking in a way that made women want to mother 
him and trust him with all they had, even against 
their better judgment. So he had waited. 

Then he had read about the staircase. It was an 
article in the back of an old magazine he picked up 
while waiting for Angela in the foyer of a beauty 
shop. The very simplicity of tne thing intrigued 
him. Yet it had taken a couple of centuries to 
discover it held the secret of a family's extinction. 
Those old architects had ideas. 

He tore out the page and at home, read it again 
and put it back in his pocket. One death was all he 
wanted. The death of a tight-fisted old woman 
with dyed hair and heart murmurs, who watched 
him eternally with hungry, possessive eyes and ran 
down stairs like a girl whenever she thought he was 
looking. 

He had a knowledge of tools. There was a stair- 
case made to order. He had only to persuade 
Angela to come to Connecticut, to the old stone 
house where they had spent their honeymoon. 

That had been easy. And old Joro Ainslee, the 
cousin who handled her investments, was there to 
hear her suggest going as if it was entirely her own 
idea. It amused him to think how he had managed 
that. He could make Angela do anything except 
give him an allowance, but the elderly woman re- 

"Of course you didn't marry me for my money," 
she had said. "I believe that because I want to. It's 
all yours when I die. But while I'm alive, you 
won't, have a cent to spend on a younger woman. 
You'll stay faithful, Arthur Bondy. You'll have to." 

It was flashes of hardness like that, that made 
him afraid of Angela. In spite of her foolish devo- 
tion, she was perfectly capable of throwing him 
out if she heard about Lota. 

He drew the last brushful of varnish along the 
edge of the step, laid down the cotton gloves he 
was wearing to protect his hands, and picked up 
the rolled back stair carpet. 

There was a swift scramble behind him. Some- 
thing small and brown dashed between his legs, 
snatched a glove and whirled back downstairs. It 
vanished through the door of the living room where 
Angela was sitting, with an. insolent backward 
glance and a flirt of a feather of tail. 

He heard Angela's thin, high laugh as she took 
the glove from the dog. 

Damn the Peke. It had a malignancy almost 
human. Everything personal he laid down it 
snatched and carried to its mistress as if to remind 
him nothing was his own; his ties, his hand-tailored 
shirts, his fine linen handkerchiefs. Even the ciga- 
rette case Angela had given him with his initials in 
.diamonds on the cover bore the marks of sharp 
little teeth. 

" t Angela came out to the hall, swinging the glove 
jn her hand, the dog scampering about her fantasti- 
cally high heels. 

"Haven't you finished yet?" she asked fretfully. 
'"You should have let me get a carpenter. And this 
dreadful! amell of varnish, it's all over the house." 



"The step was split through." he told her, "I had 
to put in a new one."' 

"I can't imagine how it happened." The fretful 
note deepened. "It was al! right last night. It must 
have been Mrs. Adams. She's getting frightfully 
heavy with nothing to do but care for an empty 
house. We must come down oftener. Arthur." 

HE LAID the carpet back over the four top steps 
and picked up the hammer. If Angela's myopic 
eyes were as good as she claimed they were, she 
would have seen chisel marks along the edge of 
that crack this morning. He finished tacking the 
carpet and straightened up. 

Angela stood m the little patch of sunshine filter- 
ing through the fanlight over the door, looking Up 
at him. She ought to know better, he thought, than 
to stand in that light. It was pitiless on her dry 
skin, and made her iips that were always slightly 
b'iue, look purple under their rouge. 

He leaned toward her from the top of the stairs. 
His black eyes burned down at her oddly. His 
weak mouth smiled a little. 

"Now," he said softly, "they are all ready for you 
to run down." 

She smiled back uncertainly. "I still think you 
should have let me get a carpenter. You must be 
tired, and I wanted you at your best when Joro 

He stared. "Joro?" 

"Joro Ainslee, dearest. I phoned him this morning 
to come down for some very special business. If 
it hadn't been important I wouldn't have asked him 
when we wanted this week alone together. But it 
has been a beautiful week, hasn't it?" 

She tilted her head and looked up at him shyly. 
"Almost like that first one two years ago." 

The wistfulness in her voice irritated him. An 
old woman whom love had passed by but who still 
wanted to play at it. What if he had pretended 
to play with her at first? He couldn't keep it up 
forever. It made him sick. Any man who married 
a woman of fifty for her money earned whatever 

She hesitated in the hall, as if she thought he 
might say something. And when he didn't picked 
up the Peke and, burying her raddled face in its 
fur, went back to the living room. 

Bondy stared critically down the stairs. Unnotice- 
able from this angle, even if you were looking for it. 
The fourth step from the top was just like all the 
rest. It had been so easy and he had been careful. 
The step he had ordered made in a town forty miles 
away and waited while it was cut and smoothed 
so he would not have to leave a name. The rest was 
a matter 'of woodworking skill. He had got that 
in the lean years before he met Angela. 

Those other stairs had been circular. But these — 
long, straight and narrow after the fashion in old 
New England houses— were even better for his pur- 

At the bottom against the wall was a heavy 
ebony pedestal with a marble Psyche on the top. 
When they were here before, he had spoken to 
Angela about it. 

"Bad thing to have at the foot of the stairs," he 
had said. "Especially the way you run down. What 
if you should trip, or have one of your dizzy 

Angela had laughed, and Mrs. Adams had said: 
"It's always been there, Mr. Bondy. I recollect her 
ma saying her grandfather^ brought it from Italy. 
He set it there himself. It's never been moved." 

It pleased him now to remember that the house* 
keeper had heard his warning about the pedestal. 
It might come in handy. It might be bandy too* 



Staircase 



Howe 



now he thought of it, to have Joro here when it 
happened. He was devoted to Angela. A queer 
man. crabbed, suspicious and nosey. But his word 
would go a long way toward proving it had been 
an accident. 

He walked slowly down the stairs. You could 
walk down a hundred times without noticing any- 
thing. He came up again. Perfectly safe, unless— 
He heard Joro's car on the drive, and stooped 
and gathered up his tools and brush and the empty 
varnish can. 

He hurried along the hall, through the kitchen 
to the tool shed, hearing Angela's high heels click- 
ing as she ran to let the old man in. 

She would take him upstairs to rest from his 
drive; then she would come running down, her 
fingertips just touching the rail, humming softly 
under her breath, and looking from the corners of 
her eyes to see if her young husband was noticing 
how girlish she was. 

It might be well for him to be out of the house 
then. It only Joro didn't rush down after her. The 
thought made him uneasy, but something had to be 
left to chance- 
He stayed as long as he dared, his ears strained 
for a sound. The palms of his hands were wet when 
he came back into the house. 

ANGELA was in a deep chair in the living room 
and she called when she heard his step. Fool, 
he thought. Of course she wouldn't pull her little 
girl stuff unless she knew he was there. 

She had changed her dres3. Her lacquered, gold 
hair was elaborately waved and tied back with a 
pink ribbon to match her frock. Her eyes under 
their mascaraed lashes sparkled at him with some- 
thing tender and excited in their faded blue depths, 
and her dry cheeks were flushed with a color partly 

She reached out and touched him shyly. "Hurry 
and dress, dearest I want you here when Joro 
comes down. I've had Adams put a fire in your 
room so you won't be cold after your bath." 

Her thin fingers ran along his sleeve and tighten- 
ed over his hand. "Arthur." The color in her 
cheeks deepened. For a moment she looked almost 
young. 

"Arthur, tell me something— truthfully. Do you 
really love me, even a little?" 

"Of course." he answered gruffly. 

His hands were wet again. His heart felt funny. 
Almost he was sorry for her. Almost he wished 
there was some other way. But there wasn't. It 
was all her own fault for being so tightfisted with 
him. But he could afford to be kind to her. 

"Of course I love you." he said, and bent and 
kissed her cheek. 

An open fire blazed in his room --hen he came 
out of his bath. The little dog wa? . : sleep on the 
hearth rug, his nose between his paws. The fire 
feit pleasant, though the day was warm. 

When it was over, -Jie would have this chill old 
house torn down. It would be safer too. A second 
accident might not look so well. 

He heard Joro's step along the corridor, anil 
Stopped and listened for it on the stairs. Then he 
heard him apeak to Angela. Perfectly safe. 

He felt strangely tight and excited. He always 
felt jittery under strain. He must be careful. 

Angela had laid his things out on the bed and he 
tossed his robe onto a chair and dressed nervously. 

As he put on his coat, something crackled in the 
breast pocket. He drew it out. It was the torn 
page about the staircase. He had no more need for 
that. He crumpled it into a bail and threw it into 
the fir enlace. 



It struclt against the front of an andiron, bounced 
back to the rug and stopped in frent-of the little 
dog's nose. His pink mouth opened leisurely and 
closed over it, and he drew himself half up and 
blinked at Bondy as if undecided whether to pick it 
up. 

Pondy's heart jerked and stopped and beat in 
his throat. He felt a prickling at the base of his 
skull. He could see the little devil flying off with 
it to Angela, and old Joro stooping to take it from 
him. Smoothing it out through sheer nosiness. 
Pouring over it, remembering when it happened. 
Damn, why hadn't he used his head? 

The door was partly ajar. He crept toward it 
and pushed it shut. The Peke cocked its head and 
looked interested and got to its feet. Then Bondy 
leaped. The dog twisted under his fingers and 
stopped in the bathroom door, glancing back maliei- 

BONDY almost had him when a rug slid be- 
neath his scurrying paws, but he was through 
the connecting door into Angela's room and into 
the corridor. 

At the head of the stairs he stopped again, the 
paper tight in his jaws. 

Caution gone under the sweep of his panic, the 
man hurtled after him. It wasn't until the dog 
stumbled that he remembered. He clutched fran- 
tically at the rail, but the rail was slippery. He 
screamed once, a hoarse, tearing scream as . he 
pitched forward. . 

There were glittering spots on the foot of the 
pedestal. Red spots on the white wall beside il 
and a widening pool of red on the floor. 

Old Joro pushed the screaming Angela back into 
her chair. "You mustn't, go," he said sharply. 
"Not yet." 

He stooped over the still figure and rose swiftly, 
his face white. Bondy had been running along the 
corridor. He must have tripped. Poor devil. 

The old man went back to the living room. Mrs. 
Adams had come in and was trying to comfort 
Angela. In front of his mistress the little dog 
wagged his tail, offering her a crumpled ball of 
paper that he held in his jaws. 

Joro stooped and took the paper. Automatically, 
he opened it up. In the center of the page, a cut 
of a staircase caught his eye. Then a paragraph 
leaped out before his eyes. 

His face whiter still, he went back to the hall, 
stepped over the heap at the foot of the stairs and 
started upward. He knew what he would find. 
There had been the faint smell of new wood and 
varnish when he came. 

With the edge of his notebook he measured the 
distance between the fifth and fourth steps from 
the top. Between the fourth and third. The fourth 
had been lowered nearly an inch from the third. 
Enough to throw a running person completely off 
balance. And there was the pedestal. 

He turned slowly downstairs. In the living room 
the housekeeper murmured soothingly. Angela's 
voice answered, high, thin and hysterical. 

"I was never sure of him, Adams. Never until 
this week. I had Joro come down today to settle 
half the money on him just to show him I trusted 
him at last. When he wanted to come down here 
where we spent our honeymoon, we two alone, I 
knew I need never worry about his loving me." 

Grimly, old Joro tore the paper into little pieces. 
He picked up the telehone and dialed a number. 

"There has been an accident," he said. "Yes. Mr. 
Bondy. He was playing with the dog and fell on 
the stairs." 
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. CONGO JACK Mfi 

waydeeper intoi 

: TRA1 



MAKES HIS 
..OTHE 
_ JUNGLE ON THE tRfilL OF 
THE SUDANESE WHO HAD 
CAPTURED HIS FRIEND — 



LIVING IN THE JUNGLE AS LONG 
AS I HAVE HAS GIVEN ME A 
SIXTH SENSE , LIKE AN ANIMAL'S. 
IT'S TELLING ME NOW THAT I'M 
BEING FOLLOWED. BUT I CAN'T 
SEE ANYTHING/ 



•ohgo jacks sixth sense 
was Right, already 
sudanese hove spotted 
him and have conveyed his 
whereabouts to others <f 
by tapping out signals on 
the silent earth! 



_ A CERTAIN PLACE ON THE 

^^TRAIL THEY LOOSE A HUGE, 

WILD BULL ELEPHANT AT HIM f 




'till deeper, into the 
sudanese country 



COMtO JACK FINDS 

RHINO HOOF M«R<S AND WHITE HAIRS/ 
I'M ON THE RI&HT TRAIL. THE SUDAN- 
ESE VILLAGE CAN'T BE FAR OFF/ NOT 
WITH THAR SACRED RHINO ROAMIN& 
AROUND HERE ' 




MS THE SUDANESE KNEW 



CON&O WAS INSTANTLY 
JEIZED BYACRpcODIL" 
WHO &E&AN TOWIN& HIM TO 
HIS LAIR*. 



I VE OOT TO HOLD MY BREATH 

UNTIL THIS CROC REACHES HIS 

LAIR, THEN I'LL HAVE MY 

CHANCE ' 



fTER THE CROCODILE 
HAO TAKEN CO NOOQUT 
,F THE RIVER TO ITS 
UNDER&ROUND LRIR^CONOO SHOT 
HIIW.KILLIIKt HIM INSTANTLY. 



LUCKY I KNOW THE HABITS 
OF CROCS, NOT TO KILL THEIR " 
PREY BEFORE THEY BRIN& . 
THEMTOTHElRDENS/ 




KIJMUN& OUT THROUGH A HOLE 
IB IN THE ROOF OF THE CAVE, 
^^ONOO JACK IS AMAZED TO 
SEE -— 



«dhoo jack encounters 
a sudanese warrior 
outside the vills&e's 
kaoe 6ut disposes of , 
him with one terrific smash / 



ionoo grans THE. WARRIOR 

■ INTO THE JUN&IE AND 
'DONS HIS CLOTHES AND 



WflB PAINT. 



IT'S THE ONIY WAY I'll EVER BE 
ABIE TO &ET NEAR TO DAM AND 
MORY WITHOUT AROUSING SUS- 
PICION RJ&HT PIWAY/ 



BP!.— ■ 

MVIUA6_ .. 

«^THE HUT IN WHICH THE 

CAPTIVES ARE IMPRISONED BUT-- 



ITRIDIN& SOLOIY INTO THI 
«&E CONGO DISCOVERS 





ONOe IS fl&filN RETURNED 

»jLhis clothes and with 

^"rHE OTHERS TAKEN TO 
THE SACRIFICE PIT. 



SOON.WHITE DQ6S--YOU Will 
DIE.' THE MANfiNDWO/UBN-FOR 
DARIN& TO HUNT FOR OUR 
SACRED WHITE RHINO/ AND 
THE OTHER -FOR ENTEftlNCr 
OUR TERRITORY/ 



■5/ENACED BY SPEARS.THE 
■"CAPTIVES HEAR THEIR DOOM 
"ROM THE JU-JU DOCTOR/ 



YOU RRE NOW IN THE PALACE OF 
THE WHITE RHINO. BEHIND YOU 
ARE CAVES. IN ONE OF THEM 
IS THE WHITE RHINO. IN THE 
OTHERS - -MURDEROUS 



?HE WHITE CAPTIVES ARE GIVEN 
1 THEIR CHOICE BY THE 
JU-JU DOCTOR. 



j 



CHOOSE ONE OF THE CAVES.' MAYBE 
YOU Will BE LUCKY ENOU&H TO, BE 
KILLED BY THE WHITE RHINO.' IF 
YOU HESITATE— YOU WILL BE, 
SPEARED TO DEATH SLOWLY/ 




tONS« FINOS THE SJVER AND 
. THEY SWIM FOR THEIR 
LIVES WITH THE CROCODILES 
JUST BEHIND THEM) 

— TT 




ITHTHE 6B&YANDHIS 
_ FRIENDS RE-UN ITED.CONW 
AGAIN DEPORTS FOR THE 
JUNOLE WAYS, 



CrOODBYE, 




"DON T MISS THE NEXT ISSUE 
-lOFCON&OJACK IN ,,, 
U&HTNINO COMICS/ 



STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED 

I • , I ■ ■,:"'■-'■• ' D ■ 

Of LlBliUJiiDK Comics, published olmontluy at apr;..«»v.v, — ,. 
Elate ot Hew York , '<>' "«°*« l, u»T 

Couoly of New Yortt f»- 

Before me, a Notary Public In and for the Stale and county aforesaid, personally appeared 

Publishe/of. tlie°Li6ntn"n E comics amTihat the [ I ^^ [ ' n \^' | \° a u, d c a ^ s l paper'% k e n °ircu1aUo B r,T 
Manalfng Editor" ■«^^ ( ™Jj^^* | ™|f^| | ^^^*S J ^^22"aadre 39 must be stated 















i Indlvinual men 


































]. Rockville 




ort „ aEeeB 


nrfnt 


bar aecurily hold 


rs ownine or holding 


















wo 1 




above, glv 


m; 11 


e names of the 


owners, stocKhol 
'any other fiduc 






on' 












i? hoTdeV ap 


moan 


°aa"t rustle oV? 


nrv 
















and 
















































P fl a ny ty other er P e 


z 


l SMit»S°°" 


ccrporat'o 


has 


any interest dlr 


ct° o"1ndirect In 


'tie 
















dli- 






























































SHIRLEY t,. EERICK, No 











SS5SSSS 




